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woodland,, broken In odd places by cultivated patches of
varying sizes sparsely studded with solitary farm-houses and
cottages, and one or two hamlets distinguishable by their
churches.
Most of the houses were encircled by peach orchards, the
delicate green of which made pleasing contrast with the
sombre hue of the indigenous trees. The lofty tasselled tops
of the blossoming maize swayed gracefully over acres of rich
soil along the river bank, and Rashleigh was only recalled
from the dream into which all this sudden beauty had
plunged him by the fierce grasp of Foxley's fingers on his
shoulder.
*What are you mooning at?* he demanded in a harsh,
sneering tone. *Get a move on/
Immediately his mood fell to resentful apathy, and not
daring to think of beauty, he turned mechanically and fol-
lowed the party as they set forward to penetrate more deeply
among the hills.
*Keep a sharp look out, now,7 warned Foxlcy in the early
afternoon. 'We're nearing the great Western Road that
leads over the hills to Bathurst. We Ve got to cross it some-
how, and it's as like as not that there are guards or police
knocking around. Since they brought the prisoners up to
build this new road, there's no knowing who's about. Wary,
now/
Foxley had scarcely spoken when the bushrangers paused,
alert, at the sound of a shrill cry, called a *cooee' in the
colony, which was used as a means of informing people of
one's position and to seek guidance* While the party halted,
listening attentively, the same voice repeated the cry thrice.
Smith moved off alone in the direction whence the cry came,
to investigate, while the others plunged into the heart of the
thicket. They had not waited long when they heard Smith's
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